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Sun, they said; and it is really just that, the sun stream-
ing beneath its beautiful horse-shoe arch just before it
sinks into the desert, passing out of the world by this
gate, as it were, leaving behind it a sense of loss and
regret as though some infinite splendour had departed
for ever; a sorrow only to be understood in the South,
where everything becomes precious in the sun, so that
the meanest material, as stucco or whitewash, seems to
be indeed rich marble or alabaster, the brickwork all of
crushed jewels, while all the towers are lilies red and
white, and the very ddbris and ruins roses that have fallen
at last. Standing there at sunrise or sunset, for at mid-
day the whole earth is hidden in light, all that passionate
tawny world is before you. Far, far away stretches the
strong devouring desert, like an immense and bitter sea,
beating at the foot of the mountains starved and beautiful,
and very old. On the other side lies the Tagus, not the
strange and terrible flood that rushes under the Puente
Alcdntara, but a lordly and golden river bringing refresh-
ment and life to the Vega, that follows it with garlands
green and grey, and many woods and fields rejoicing in
the wind. It is like a landscape by Rubens, as splendid
as that, as green and full of light; as artificial too, for it
has been hardly won as a great tribute from the desert,
and remains the one beautiful thing that mere industry
has produced, and even so not without a certain limita-
tion, its loveliness being for the most part not its own,
but lent to it by the desert itself, that will one day burn
it up again in its own fierce beauty. For it is not any
natural joy of wood and stream or broad meadow land
that you will find in the Vega of Toledo, but rather a
beauty of contrast, as it were, as though even here, too,
man had imposed for a moment his will, his tireless
ambition, on the desert itself, so that it had blossomed,
ah, not like the rose, but with a certain mortal splendour